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From out of the TARDIS stepped forth The Doctor 
with Ace, her reliable baseball bat gripped firmly in 
hand, always attentive, always ready. 


Ace observed her surroundings keenly. 


“OK, Professor, long catwalk, large corridors, us 


lurking, what’s the sytch? Where are we?” 


she hoped for the sake of a stable equilibrium that 
The Doctor would choose today not to speak in the 
rhythm of riddles. 


Unfortunately for her, that day had yet to come. 


“We are everywhere within nowhere Ace, keep that 
bat about you at all times” 


The two friends slowly made their way down the 
corridors ahead. As they did so, a curious Ace, not 
one to let The Doctor off the hook so easily, wished 
to know her part in this clandestine drama. 


“Ok, then, explain why /’m armed” 


The Doctor turned his head as they approached a 
fork in their road. 


His ears pricked up, he could hear, faintly, the hum 
of electricity, a whirring buzz was all about them, he 
could hear something glide across the floors 
heading in their direction. 


“| won't need to explain after we turn this corner” 
The Doctor explained, “Action is required” 


Ace braced herself for what was to come. 


With courageous resolve, the two took their leap of 
faith and turned the corner, only to be confronted 
by the plague of planet Skaro. 


The Daleks. 


The Doctor and Ace narrowly avoided 
extermination by the creature's visceral disperser 
rays. 


“Gordon Benet!” Ace cried out. 


“Ace, quick, the Sonics | installed, activate them” 
The Doctor instructed. 


Growing up in Perivale, Ace had come across men 
and women who acted in many respects like the 
Daleks, people who were capable of towering, 
foreboding strength and mental durability, but 
utilised those traits in the worst ways imaginable. 


such creativity had impressed her at a young age, 
but also made her question the stability of all 
things. If these people were capable of perfect 
thought and perfect craft, what does it say about 
the world when they show their want in life is to be 
rid of creeds and colours they deem to be 
imperfect? 


Those men and women made her afraid, but not 
anymore, now she possessed a fire that could not 
be extinguished so easily. 


It is this fire that ignited within her now, she rose to 
the challenge, triggered the bat’s sonic devices, 
and set to work on the advancing Dalek squadron. 


The swings of the bat struck with swift precision, all 
blows were sudden, without hesitation nor mercy. 
Within a mere blink, she had taken out the enemy's 
eye stalks. 


“Blimey Professor, this is handy” Ace remarked. 


“No time for complaints, we have madness to stop” 
The Doctor urged, dashing down the corridor. Now 
that they had been spotted, more Daleks were sure 
to follow. 


Ace followed his lead, but stalled as she ran past 
an observation window. 


Looking out, she noticed at the centre of the vast 
looming vacuum of space, a swirling luminous 
vortex had formed, a pulsating light cutting through 
it. 


Using Sonics installed in his handy brolly, The 
Doctor short circuited the locks of the chamber 
doors up ahead. 


“Professor? Care to explain this?” Ace asked, 
pointing to the vortex. 


“A black hole” The Doctor answered. 


Ace was relieved. Finally, a day where riddles 
werent required. 


“| can make out whole planets on the other side” 
Ace continued. 


“That's because we are on the opposite end” 


“We're actually inside of it?” Ace asked. 


The chamber doors opened, leading the travellers 
into the very command bridge at the heart of their 
location, a vast spaceship. It was here that a most 
ominous, larger than all manner of life creature 
made their presence known, flanked by advancing 
Daleks. 


“Who dares?” the being spoke in thunderous 
vocalization. 


Ace recognized the being from her studies at the 
Prydonian academy situated on Gallifrey, The 
Doctor was no stranger to him either, he had done 
battle with him in many lifetimes, each conflict 
brought the being more pity, a tragic life spent in 
tragic ways. 


A humble cosmic engineer who had blazed a trail 
for his people, only to be left on a much colder, 
lonely path, lost in worlds only a fertile imagination 
could conjure forth, worlds that were but poor 
substitutes for the sweet sensations of home that 
were now forever denied him. 


He was neither god or mortal, neither man or 
monster. 


He was not even matter. 


He was not the beginning, but he would dine on 
many an opportunity to be the end. 


He was Omega. 


“Speak...who dares!” Omega would bellow one last 
time! 


The Doctor slammed the tip of his umbrella to the 
floor to emphatically state he would not cower in 
Omega’s presence. 


“Who indeed!” 


The Daleks encircled The Doctor and Ace. 


“What's the plan now Professor?” 


“Manners Ace” 


Ace was beside herself. Another riddle, this truly 
was a typical day. 


Omega pointed towards the bridge’s own 
observation window. 


From it, the travellers looked on as an oval shaped 
pod could be seen in orbit around the black hole. 


“If you have come for the child, she is far beyond 


your reach” Omega assured his intruders. 


“I'd rather seek answers to your choice of company, 


why the Daleks?” The Doctor inquired. 


Believing the fate of his guests to be sealed, 
Omega opted to entertain the intruders, toying with 
them just a little more, he did so in the form of 
answers to The Doctor's queries, and provided 
them a glimpse of the pod’s occupant via a video 
feed connected to the ship, displaying it’s inhabitant 
on a large screen. 


For Ace, it provided a most unsettling feeling. She 
was reminded all too unsparingly of Maiden’s Peak 
in Northumberland, at the peak of World War Two, 
where she had last held someone like this in her 
arms, full of love and nurturing, only to have her 
and it used in a twisted game of traps. 


“A child, Professor, they're using a child” a girl, just 
like...like mum” said Ace. 


“With the Daleks help, | have gifted this genetically 
loomed child with a limitless energy based 
metabolism, providing it with an infinite 
regenerative process” Omega explained. 


“Loomed? It originated on Gallifrey? Which house?” 


The Doctor replied, curious as to whether or not he 
could return the child to its chapter on their 
homeworld, were a rescue attempt even possible at 
this precise juncture. 


The Doctor was not through asking questions, he 
soon demanded to know what sort of purpose the 
child was to serve. 


The supreme Dalek glided onto the bridge, and 
positioned itself at Omega’s side, it further 
elaborated on Omega’s plans of action. 


“Since your destruction of Skaro, all surviving 
Daleks, renegade and Imperial alike, sought shelter 
within this domain, from here, we have since been 
waging a great war that has disrupted the fabric of 
the multiverse’ 


A sense of euphoria overcame The Doctor, for this 
revelation had validated his existing theories on the 
precise nature and purpose of the black hole. 


“So the ribbon of light pouring into the epicentre of 
the black hole is converting anti-matter energy 
across divergent pathways, essentially it's not just 
entering one hole, but several at the same time. 
Fascinating’ 


Ace noticed something else was approaching the 
pod from the outside, she tried to get The Doctor's 
attention, but he was all too immersed in the 
schemes of his adversaries to permit Ace an 
audience. 


“The pod containing the child is in fact a bomb of 
my own devising” Omega revealed, “When 
triggered, the subsequent release of anti-matter 
ions will turn it Supernova, It’s radiance will seep out 
through the centre of the black hole, seeking out 
and replenishing energies of all planets affected in 
this war, my gift to all creation Doctor. | am to be 
the end of all manner of cost in conflict, the 
beginning of an infinite-wide healing process. 
Omega no more” 


These intentions, wrapped solidly in delusions of 
grandeur, left their mark on The Doctor, and his 
next choice of words cut the deepest. 


“Doubtlessly those planets are all under Dalek 
control, they're only interested in replenishing 


themselves, they are using you Omega, you are 
destined to live out yet another mistake, and spend 
another stretch of eternity regretting it. And then 
you will try again, only for the mistakes to repeat. 
Even your one lasting gift has been squandered, 
just look at the wars being waged, don’t you see? 
The very wars the Daleks have talked about, 
they're a direct cause of the gifts you bestowed 
upon Gallifreyan society, you did this all yourself, 
that is your lasting legacy. You are forever the 
beginning of someone's end” 


Ace could not stay silent any longer, for the 
mysterious ship was now right on top of the pod. 


“Professor, come quickly” Ace yelled. 


“We are receiving a transmission from an 
unidentified vessel” revealed one of the Dalek crew 


members. 
“Display!” the Supreme instructed. 


The image appeared on the bridge's display 
screens, and all on board were met with a ghostly 
visage. A face from the past. A face thought long 
dead to all. 


The face of the Dalek creator, and one time 
Emperor, Davros. 


The face would soon utter words from it’s broken, 
crackled lips. 


“This child will endure, where as you will not!” 


Ace wasn't impressed; she turned to The Doctor, 
eager to hear his strategy. 


“You can spring your trap any day now Professor, 


what's your weapon of choice?” 


“| told you Ace...manners” The Doctor replied. 


“Regenerative capability within my grasp” 
exclaimed Davros, “I shall be confined no longer to 
this artificial means of mobility, | will triumph over 
life as well as time!” 


Ace tried to shut Davros out, there was raw 
strength in his voice, something that defied the 
years of wear and tear on his ancient and evil face. 
It was the strength of those in her past, the ill 
intentioned devils of Perivale, who spoke with such 
defiance in their breath for all things good and true. 
They believed that their might was their right. There 
was to be no reason, no mediation, no tolerance. It 
was their way, or there was to be nothing. 


For Ace, this voice needed to be silenced, quickly 
and sufficiently, for she could not longer stand to 
recognise its stature. 


But when she sought comfort with The Doctor, she 
found his eyes were closed, he had froze where he 
stood, locked in place, he began speaking in 
tongues for but a moment, then his lips, too, fell 
silent. 


There was something stirring in the air, a quiet 
before a thousand storms, The Doctor was up to 
something strange, and when things became 
uncertain, it was time to challenge it head on. 


Was this, perhaps, fear? 


“Impossible”, thought the Dalek Supreme, the 
stakes were too high for this to be a simple attack 
of anxiety. 


“Explain” the Supreme asked of Omega, believing 
The Doctor's associate was too low brow to 
contemplate the actions of her friend and mentor. 


“He is establishing some sort of contact, with whom 
| am not certain, perhaps the girl’ 


“There’s no funny business going on in my head 
mister " Ace assured him. 


“Then who? Answer!” the Dalek supreme bellowed. 


Omega had his suspicions, but it was too late to act 
upon them, for contact had been made. 


In this meeting of minds, The Doctor found the 
child’s thoughts to be a delightful reprieve from the 
cold calculations of those that had engineered it’s 
creation. 


This was a child with a strong, fertile and inventive 
imagination. 


It was also claustrophobic, and eager to break out, 
explore what lay beyond this steel contraption it 
had spent much of its infancy in, and before that, 
the confines of labs, it had gazed out upon the stars 
and knew instinctively that it's desires were deeply 
rooted in exploration, it wanted to be out there, not 
in here. 


The Doctor sensed it was looking for two things, the 
first was for release, the other was to look for 
someone to blame for suppressing that first desire. 


“Ah what luck, a telepath, | know you can hear 


me...it is imperative you act swiftly, open a slither of 
space and time, traverse past the edge, explore the 
multiverse, settle down, make some tea, and 
remember, always remember...” 


And then....it happened. 


Impossibility, a miracle, a blessing, a curse, all 
wrapped in one. 


The child within reacted with unfiltered fury. 


Before The Doctor, it had been docile, passive; it 
allowed its creators to deem it fit for whatever 
purpose they desired. 


The child did not know any better, it's parents, it 
believed, knew best. 


But that was before The Doctor, and now it knew 
better. Nothing stood a chance, for The Doctor had 
given it purpose, a reason to burst out of it’s pod 
and unleash a naked rage onto the universe. 


The interior of the ship began to shudder, then 
tremble, and finally, it began to split apart, the 
Daleks were now in the grip of sheer panic as The 
Doctor and Ace fled down the corridors. 


"EMERGENCY! BLACK HOLE COLLAPSE 
IMMANENT? 


The bridge began to collapse, burst and burn. 


Omega was beside himself with rage and grief, as 
once more, the curtain of tragedy came down on 
him. 


As oblivion approached, his thoughts were trained 
on what The Doctor had achieved with the child, 
and on the child itself. 


Whatever had the child become? 


The child’s rage did not spare a thought for the 
Dalek vessel, nor for Davros’ own ship, it knew both 
desired to exploit it for their own nefarious ends, 
they would not grant it mercy, it was only fair the 
child respond in kind. 


It left both vessels battered and broken, near 
lifeless debris circulating the collapsing black hole. 
No worlds infected by their insidious evil would be 
replenished, the war would continue until 
exhaustion was followed by extinction. 


But exhaustion, the child found, was now also 
overtaking it. 


It could not extinguish the sparks of all it’s 
adversaries even if it wanted to, for it soon began to 
remember words spoken by The Doctor in conflicts 
of old. Moral quandaries that had challenged him to 
redefine where he stood with the Daleks. 


When presented with the choice to wipe them out 
once and for all, rid the universe of their blight, he 
reached down into himself and asked, did he have 
the right? 


Another slither of thought showed all the good the 
furthered existence of the Daleks would achieve, 
whole worlds and civilisations under their rule 
would band together. 


They would resist, they would fight, they would 
prevail. 


Perhaps the child did not fully understand. After all, 
it was young, and only fresh out the box, what was 
important is that, at least for this brief dance, it 
believed. 


And so it spared what was left of the ships, even 
restoring life functions to them, and escorted them 
back through the black hole, just on the brink of 
collapse, depositing them back in their own 
universe, Cut off from the multiple worlds where the 
continuous war was being waged. 


Perhaps by sparing this platoon of Daleks, as well 
as their creator, cutting them off from their primary 
resources, It would humble them in ways that would 
necessitate some self-reflection. 


There was so few of them left now, and they 
weren't getting any younger. 


Inside the TARDIS, The Doctor operated the 
console, a face one of relief and resolve, but also 
one of concern. 


Ace asked if everything was alright. 


“No, we were there for an entirely different purpose, 
the Time Lords had despatched me to retrieve the 
Crystal of Oor...instead we found that child” 


“The Crystal of What?” Ace asked. 


“A vital component of the Heavenly Paradigm” he 
explained, “A machine that can rewrite events to 
suit a more desirable outcome, so whole worlds 
become less warlike, self-harmful or destructive, or 
capable of being a danger to others, the crystal can 
also assist in rejuvenating aging populations. An 
honourable intention, but | find it just a smidge out 
of season and character, for my people to tamper 
with the natural order” 


“Sounds like the sort of meddling you're always 
telling me is best avoided” Ace responded. 


“Yes, and the child provided me with a desirable 
distraction. At least it gives me something to report 
when we get back’ 


“And when will that be?” Ace asked, grinning, she 
knew just how inconsistent The Doctor was at 
keeping appointment. 


“Whenever | like Ace” said The Doctor. 


The Doctor turned to the console and set to work 
on setting the co-ordinates for their next foray into 
the unknown. 


“| reached out to the child just before it consumed 
the ships; it offered them and Davros mercy, in the 
end...” 


“You think it'll remember you?” Ace inquired. 


“Whatever memory it may have of me, one can only 


hope it is a timeless one’ The Doctor replied. 


And so the TARDIS would move on, another 
mission successfully accomplished, and watching 
them go, from the other end of the multiverse, 
stood that timeless child, its thoughts forever 
trained on the man who had shown it the wider 
potential of both it and the universe it now dwelled 
in. 


It would remember. 


Always. 


But it’s thoughts were also of the mercy it had 
shown the Daleks, and Davros, and it knew, deep 
down, they were not quite done with The Doctor 
just yet. 


Clutching to the remnants of his command vessel, 
Davros spotted a body up ahead, Omega’s body, 
all manner of life it once was now long abandoned, 
for Omega belonged to the world of anti-matter and 
this couldn't exist where existing matter stood. 


The hollowed out shell clutched in its lifeless hands 
a sharpened object, a crystal, a light pulsating from 
it. 


Davros, his life support systems sustaining him, 
swam through the stars towards the body, he 
reached out and grasped the crystal in his one 
good hand. 


It shimmered and wild white hot energy engulfed its 
bearer. 


And as another Dalek vessel towered over his 
stricken body, ready to retrieve him, Davros 
realized change of the forever sort was coming. 


And there would be a reckoning. 


EPISODE TWO 


In the cafeteria wing of the leisure ship Lusitania, 
nostalgia played heavily on the effortlessly 
unwearied mind of one Melanie Bush. 


“My goodness”, she thought, “it had been an age 
hadn't It?” 


Ah, but what an age it was. 


Towers of Paradise, rock'n'roll shakedowns, the 
dreaded Tetraps, the accursed Rani, Bannermen, 
Dragons and deceptions, and all met with a 
scream. 


Oh how her mind loved to embarrass her with those 
tales, but despite the terror, despite the danger, she 
always steeled herself for what was on the horizon, 
for she had a protector, a friend, to whom she was 
the most faithful companion. 


Someone who watched over her, and whose wise 
words enriched her mind and mended her soul. 


“It mystifies me just how someone managed to 
capture all the ins and outs of our adventures and 
preserve them on physical media Doctor” she said 
to the man seated next to her. 


The Doctor took a small straw from his right pocket 
and deposited it into a tall glass of freshly squeezed 
orange, he danced with the decision of whether or 
not to suck through the straw or to just take a sip 
from the glass. 


Instead, he chose to take the glass to his ear and 
give it an earnest listen. 


Mel had heard him speak of this custom before, 
that it was something practiced many a time on 
Gallifrey. 


Whenever someone was handed a beverage, they 
would always listen to it, and people would become 
more reassured, it was considered part of 
Gallifreyan hospitality. 


she'd seen him try this during a trip to Worthing in 
Sussex, a waiter had asked him why he would 
perform such an odd custom. The Doctor wasn't in 
a charitable mood with strangers that day and 
brushed him off. 


“That's what we do up there, it isn’t Worthing, I'ma 
Time Lord, don't tell me what to do” 


Mel could only hope The Doctor was far less 
moody this time. 


Having listened long enough, The Doctor gently put 
the glass down and opted to use the straw but for a 
moment, before choosing to ignore the glass 
altogether, his thirst requiring only a slight quench. 


He opted to address Mel’s concerns about the 
mysterious coverage of their past adventures. 


“We're not the only adventurers to be preserved in 
this fashion Mel, also collected are those awful 
skirmishes between the Federation and Avon's 
pack of rebels. Terribly sad what happened to 
them...” 


Mel leaned back in her own chair, above her was a 
ceiling casement where an ocean of constellations 
enticed her gaze and peaked her curiosity. 


she could feel a surge of buoyancy about her, she 
wondered if these clusters had anything to do with 
it. Some of her favourite movies had credited star 
gazing as a means of experiencing renewed vitality. 


she and The Doctor glanced to the right of them, 
watching Ace like a pair of eagles, whatever 
questions arose in the stars could be answered 
simply by fixating on what was happening here. 


Dorothy ‘Ace’ McShane. In Jove. 


“Ace seems to be getting on a storm with Security 
Chief Ross” Mel observed as they gazed upon Ace 
and her new beau, Dave Ross, a challenging man 
who looked like he'd been to the rougher corners of 
the Lusitania, but hadn't let it dampen a chirpier, 
positive attitude. 


Beneath his visible show of authority, he was full of 
punch, pace, variety, a sharp and immediate wit 
enabled a precision rejoinder whenever he was met 
with a volatile situation. 


“I've been meaning to talk to her about that” The 
Doctor commented, “It's not wise to get so attached 
when circumstances force us to travel...unless...” 


Mel smiled, she knew what The Doctor had in mind. 


“Room for one more then?” 


“If only | could be sure, but Ross reminds me of 
someone, and for whatever reason, | can’t shake 
the feeling it’s leading to trouble...” 


suddenly, an alert went off, people scattered in all 
direction, The Doctor and Mel rose to their feet as a 
voice gripped in the heat of panic rang out over the 
loudspeakers. 


“Attention all Lusitania passengers, we are being 
boarded by hostile forces, please disperse and 
return to your living quarters until the danger has 
passed” 


Ace and Ross dashed over to The Doctor and Mel’s 
Side. 


“Trouble’s brewing, Oz, best you stay on the brick 
road” Ross said, tapping Ace on the forehead 
before gently pressing his lips to her cheek. 


As he headed off, he gave Ace a hand signal that 
suggested she ‘call him’ later. 


“Yeah, fat chance lover, in all my travels I've yet to 
learn how to use the video phones on vessels like 
these” 


“Oz?” asked an inquisitive Mel as she marched up 
to Ace, her arms folded. 


“Surely you've seen the movie Mel?” The Doctor 
asked, in reference to the MGM classic starring 
Julie Garland in the role of Dorothy. 


“Oh, dating a cultured man | see” Mel said in 
realization. 


Ace sighed. 


A trio of young soldiers gathered at the central 
airlock, creating a makeshift cover comprised of 
small supply boxes, they were armed with laser 
cannons. 


The squad leader gave out instructions. 


“We know why they're here, to take the crystal, and 
if they succeed, it's the end of our world” 


They hadn't long to wait before the threat was upon 
them, and danger and death soon followed. 


The airlock doors exploded and Daleks swarmed 
in, both they and the young soldiers open fire, as 
one was felled by their lethal despiser beams, the 
oh so familiar Dalek decree of death boomed forth 
from their modulated voices. 


“EXTERMINATE! 


“How were they able to board?” the squad leader 
asked as the exchange of firepower intensified. 


Someone must have lowered our defences from 
the inside” said another. 


“There's a traitor on our ship!” the leader realized! 


The battle was soon joined as reinforcements 
arrived for both sides, a blazing duel ignited 
throughout the evacuated hallways of the Lusitania. 


The Doctor, Ace, and Mel darted through the 
corridors of the ship, shrouding themselves in the 
shadowy corners to best avoid detection from the 
Daleks. 


“What's the plan Professor?” said Ace. 


“Details first Ace, always details” The Doctor 
whispered. 


The sound of laboured breathing suddenly caught 
their attention, and from out of the impenetrable 


darkness came a mortally wounded member of the 
Lusitania guard. 


He slumped over, collapsing into The Doctor's 
waiting arms. 


“Blimey, you've seen action, you alright?” asked 
Ace. 


The guardsman knew his final breath was upon 
him, with the stakes high and the moment crucial, 
he uttered his last words. 


“Traitor on board...lowered our 
defences...Daleks...after the heart of the 
Lusitania...a crystal...it replenishes the mind and 
body at a chrono cellular level...should the Daleks 
acquire it, they will be...eternal...” 


The soldier would speak nothing else, for death had 
claimed him. 


Ace gazed upon the soldier's stony complexion, 
and gently pressed her fingers over his open 
eyelids, closing them. 


she had thought this latest trip with the Professor 
aboard the remembered TARDIS would not have 
devolved into yet another rendezvous with death 

and destruction. 


“Detailed enough for you Professor?” Ace 
responded cynically, but The Doctor was already 
deep in thought, pondering the problem. 


“He said something about a traitor...! need to know 
more...” 


The Daleks advanced on the travellers, for they had 
controlled very little of their ongoing commotion, 
drawing their enemies directly to their doorstep. 


“Don't come near us tin cans!” Ace uttered in 
valiant defiance, clutching her baseball bat. 


“Leave my companions be, I’m who you want, me, 
The Doctor’ 


The Daleks cornered him. 


“You are The Doctor, you are an enemy of the 
Daleks! You will be exterminated!” 


“EXTERMINATE!" 


“EXTERMINATE! 


“Quick, get out of here, we'll hold off the Daleks” 
urged one of the squad leaders before he too was 
cut down by Dalek firepower. 


The men escort The Doctor, Ace, and Mel away, 
with The Doctor, who could no longer keep up the 
pretence he was here on anything else other than 
strict business. 


“Please...| know the Daleks seek the crystal, the 
heart of the Lusitania, | am here on special 
assignment from Gallifrey, The crystal is stolen time 
lord technology, you must let me return it...” 


“And here | thought we came here for a little rest 
and a lot of play” said a perturbed Mel. 


Ace was reunited with Security Chief Ross as the 
Guards escorted all three into a sealed chamber, 
The Doctor presented those in charge of the 
chamber with a Prydonian seal. 


“| present to you proof of my credentials” 


The Captain, Hubert Radcliffe, was a man who had 
seen action on the farthest edges of creation, he 
had seen things that would pass for myth in any 
other sector of space exploration, and on occasion, 
he had dealings with off world Gallifreyans, be it 
part of the Division, Celestial Intervention Agency, 
or those who professed to be masters that the 
meek would wilfully obey. 


Out of all of them, he took one look at this rather 
impish looking man and took away something from 
him that he hadn't quite seen in a great deal of the 
Gallifreyans he had encountered. 


An aura of sincerity. 


“These check out...let him pass” 


Radcliffe took the trio to where his crew kept the 
crystal, it was perched on a cylinder table. 


The Doctor, far too curious for his own good, began 
prodding it with his umbrella’s tip. Almost like a 
snooker player cueing up a shot. 


“| presume many of the Lusitania’s civilians were of 
an elderly stature, until you fed the crystal’s 
energies throughout the ship and replenished their 
youth” The Doctor summarised. 


“Very much so Doctor’ Radcliffe confirmed, “But 
please be Careful, the crystal must be handled 
delicately, heaven knows what effect it will have on 
a time lord...” 


The warning went unheeded, and there was a 
sudden, tremendous white flash and The Doctor 
was enveloped by an all encompassing light. Ace 
and Mel shielded their eyes. 


“Professor!” Ace cried out. 


“What's happened to him?” Mel asked. 


Radcliffe could only reflect on what a fool he’d been 
to trust him, and what an even more foolish man 
this time lord was for tampering with forces he 
should have been far more knowledgeable of 


To Mel, Ace and The Captain's surprise, they found 
The Doctor's entire physical appearance and even 
clothes had altered in some way. 


He was now a middle-aged blonde clad in a 
cricketer’s outfit, question marks on his lapels, a 
stick of celery protruding from his coat. 


A changed man in more ways than one. 


“Professor? Is that...you’?” 


EPISODE THREE 


The Doctor examined his familiar features most 
conveniently through a small compact mirror given 
to him by Ace. 


“Remember what was said about the crystal, 
chrono cellular regression, it’s returned me, 
somewhat, to a more ideal time in my life” he said. 


“That doesn't explain the outtit...does it?” Ace 
asked. 


“No, but clothes randomly appearing on my second 
persona made a man of me before. Now, hand me 
that bat will you?” 


Ace did as she was told. 


“| feel all a tingle...the pangs of nostalgic habits, 
who am | to deny it?” he said, taking swings with 
the bat. 


The Doctor produced a small cricket ball and 
tossed it in the air, catching it as it dropped back 
down. 


The Captain had little stomach for this indulgence 
in vanity. 


“Doctor...pull yourself together, the Daleks are on 
their way, time is running out, for all of us!” 


The Doctor, seemingly lost in own little world, paid 
the Captain little attention. 


Giving up, he stormed off in a huff, Mel followed 
him. 


Ace and Ross held one another's hands lovingly as 
they observed the playful Doctor. 


“He’s like a kid on Christmas morning...you have 
similar holidays where you hail from Ross?” 


“There were no celebrations Ace, no, all | ever 
knew was war. Took years off of me, limbs too...” 


Ace suddenly winced in pain as Ross squeezed her 
hand tightly. 


"..ROSS, you're hurting me....” 


“AS long as it pains The Doctor, | see no problem 
with that...” 


“Ace, get back, he’s not who he appears to be...” 


Taking swift action, The Doctor threw the cricket 
ball wildly into the air and smacked it with the 
baseball bat, it smashed into Ross’ face, 
necessitating him to relinquish his grip on Ace's 
wrist. 


“Are you in any way injured?” The Doctor asked. 


“My heart bleeds, but I'll live Professor” 


All three, Doctor, companion, and adversary, 
circled around the shimmering crystal. 


“| guess Ross was the traitor all along...” Ace 
realized. 


The Doctor, however, had a far worse revelation. 


“Or, rather...Davros. ‘Dave Ross’ was the best you 
could come up with? You forever fail at subtlety” 


“Confounded meddler, you will not deny me or my 
Daleks their rightful claim on eternity!” 


Elsewhere, Mel and The Captain were en route to 
the Lusitania’s central command deck, amidst a 
blazing battle between the advancing Daleks, and 
home front. 


“If the Daleks have docked with the Lusitania then 
surely their defences will be lowered too to enable 
their fleet to advance, give me access to your 
computer mainframe, | have an idea...”Mel 
proposed. 


“| hope you know what you're getting into Mel” 


On the bridge, Mel sat at the computer, pressing 
the keys in a composed, co-ordinated manner. 
Years travelling with The Doctor and traversing the 
stars with Glitz had given her a specific kind of 
technological savvy with the computers of this 
particular century. 


“Whoever the traitor was, he knew how to transfer 
Dalek malware into the interface, all | have to do Is 
reroute it into their primary network...” 


Back where the crystal was stationed, Ace punched 
Davros in the face, her eyes welling up with tears. 


“What you felt for me...was it ever real?” 


“Life is as real as I’ve ever tasted it” Davros 
revealed, licking her across her cheeks, Ace 
recoiled. 


The Doctor, baseball bat still clutched, slowly 
approached the crystal’s podium. 


“Tell me how you came to be aboard” The Doctor 
asked, buying time for himself. 


“It was the Lusitania that recovered me....my 
Daleks were gone, scattered in all direction, you 
saw to that...out | realize now that you were not 
there to determine the fate of they or |, you sought 
a different prize altogether, a prize that fell into my 
possession. The lost crystal of Oor...it spoke to me 
Doctor, gave me mobility, vitality, youth, but while 
the crew of the Lusitania didn’t recognise me upon 
my recovery, they ran tests on the crystal, and 
came to realize that it's replenishing properties 
could extend to all life signs within their ship. Before 
long, both the poor and the privileged were begging 
to be counted among the passengers, eager to 
reclaim the hold life had over them in more 
bountiful days. A second, a third, a thousand or so 
chances” 


“How'd you come to be security detail?” The Doctor 
continued. 


“Have you forgotten | was scientific advisor for the 
Kaled military? You do not reach the heights you do 
in their company without having some rudimentary 
knowledge of the way they operate. My experience 
proved sufficient grounds for my designation” 


“And then what remained of your Daleks 
discovered where you were’ The Doctor realized. 


“My children had come to reclaim their father, and | 
was all too easily aggravated by the limitless 
potential of the crystal being squandered on the 
pittances of human existence” 


“So the crystal restored your youth, but you are as 
unhinged as ever" 


“And how can you be so sure that my mind is more 
crazed than cunning Doctor?” 


“Because even a sane man would see this 
coming....” 


The Doctor smiled mischievously, the boyish charm 
associated with this incarnation eroding, his gaze 
was Clear, and Davros had overindulged in the 
sound of his own voice and ambition. 


The Doctor struck the crystal with the baseball bat, 
the energies enveloped him. 


“Professor, no!” Ace cried. 


Standing before Davros and Ace now in place of 
where the Doctor's fifth incarnation stood, was his 
sixth, he too also wearing the attire more 
commonly associated with him, a patchwork coat 
of many colours, a tiny pendant of a cat attached to 
his lapel. 


“What...what is this?” Davros said, shaken. 


“At this precise moment...a timely change!” 


“How many lives must you regress into Doctor, 
before | am rid of you?” Davros uttered in a fit of 
desperate, naked rage. 


“Oh poor naive youthful Davros, given | disrupted 
the crystal’s harmonious interfaces, it’s restored me 
to a most inharmonious phase of my life...It is | who 


will now dispose of you, after all, to the Lusitania 
you're a spy, and we all know their fate don't we? 


Daleks swarmed in as The Doctor lunged at Davros 
and throttled him. Sensing she would need to save 
her mentor from himself and lifetimes of regret, Ace 
recovered her bat and tapped the crystal one more 
time with it. 


“Oi, Professor...manners remember?” 


Another blinding flash occurred as the crystal once 
more unleashed its abundant energies, gripping the 
Daleks in a state of panic. 


“EMERGENCY?! 


“VISION IMPAIRED!” 


"WE ARE REGRESSING!” 


"WE ARE REGRESSING!” 


The Doctor found himself restored once more to his 
present incarnation, where as Davros had been 
reduced to an infant state. His cries could be heard 
ringing throughout the ship. 


Ace was elated to find The Doctor back to normal. 


“Professor, you're back!” 


“Thanks to you Ace, who'd have thought what the 
crystal needed was a little love tap from a scorned 
soul...” 


The Doctor peered inside one of the Daleks 
casings while Ace cradled the infant Davros in her 
arms. 


“As | thought, the crystal’s energies reduced the 
invading renegades to pre-mutation embryos. 
Neither they nor Davros should be a nuisance any 
longer’ The Doctor said with assurance. 


“Think I'll hand ‘Dave Ross’ here over to one of the 
ship's civilian couples, I’m not too keen on 
babysitting after our run in with Fenric...” Ace 
replied. 


It had been a trying day, after many thankyous, 
hearty handshakes, and a promise never to cross 
the Captain or the Lusitania’s path again, The 
Doctor, Mel and Ace retreated back to the TARDIS, 
Mel was bragging to Ace about her own success on 
the bridge, where as The Doctor was preoccupied 
with the crystal... 


“And once the malware was successfully rerouted 
back into the mainframe of the Dalek ship, | was 
able to access the self-destruct and blow it up!” 


“Wild to think we both have such explosive 
personalities isn't it Bush?” said Ace, ‘Professor, 
you mind giving her top marks?” 


“Yes, you did well Mel” The Doctor replied, “Now, | 
think I'll leave this crystal in the heart of the 
TARDIS, you can never tell when one will yearn for 
a second chance...” 
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